EARLY POEMS

Only our love hath no decay;
This no to-morrow hath nor yesterday,
Running it never runs from us away,
But truly keeps his first, last, everlasting day.

Will he ever be able to say with Shakespeare:

4?

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds,
Or bends with the remover to remove.

King was only- a college fellow-student; Charles
Diodati was an intimate friend, Milton's closest
friend in youth; and in the Latin elegy for his death,
Efitafhium Damonis, there is more of a sense of
personal loss:

We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice,
Scorning all others, in a single choice.
We scarce in thousands meet one kindred mind,
And if the long-sought good at last we find,
When least we fear it, Death our treasure steals,
And gives the heart a wound that nothing heals.1

Yet what a cold medium in which to express a
personal sorrow is a Latin elegy; and even so the
chief burden of Milton's poem is his journey to
Italy, the compliments he has there received, and the
great poem which he is meditating. Would Milton
ever know the power of a self-forgetting passion, a
love that worships as Dante loved and worshipped J
Beatrice? And so reflecting, an observer who knew
nothing as yet of what the years were to bring forth
might have doubts. Even in the poems of friendship
he would think the egotistic stop is a very resonant
one. Johnson's criticism of Lyddas, that wonderful

1 Cowper's translation.
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